Introduction 

by SJ Fowler 


To understand why this anthology exists it needs only be said 
that it is to be published first, for the UK, in April 2018. 

Beyond that, I believe it’s my responsibility to get out of the 
way of the poems that make up the pages that follow. The poets 
speak for themselves, through their works and / or through 
their translators, or refuse to speak, for themselves or others, 
which is perhaps more respectably poetic, and certainly, to me, 
more personally admirable. 

I must briefly state the obvious. European poetry is a 
thousand thousand poems and their shadows multiplied by 
a thousand thousand poets and their obscurities. Poetry and 
poetic movements, trends, cycles, nations, languages - all 
ideas that are fashioned slippery and grow ever more so with 
attention. It all grows, keeps growing, ever budding, ever 
melting. Poetry grows beyond the eyes of those who shape 
it, even. What then could I possibly know? About an entire 
continent’s poetry? Barely just enough to put this book together, 
by the skin of my teeth. 

Well, what I do know is more than most English poets about 
European poetry. 

EUROPOE is nothing more than a hint as to what is 
happening now in European poetry, whatever that is, reflected 
through the lens of my own heterogenous taste and my own 
idiosyncratic experience. It represents only that. 

The poems ahead might seem unusual. (Perhaps I assume 
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too much?) Many of the poems make no claims to emotional 
insight. Many of the poems were not borne of conscience, and 
the urge to share this conscience, publicly. Many of the poems 
make no case to alter your opinion. Many of these poets ‘might 
not be on your side.’ Or they might be. You’d need to ask them. 
In a conversation, not through their poems. Many of these 
poems might cause anxiety within the lovers of accessibility. 
Maybe the poets ahead don’t feel you need enlightening? Maybe 
they do? But it’s a question, at least. Many of the poems will 
make no deal with you to be compact and giving. Many will 
refuse entertainment and / or ideological instruction. Is that 
quintessential^ European? No, of course not. But it is to me, 

I’m English. It is European when seen from the island. And my 
nation’s penchant for singular interpretations, it’s celebration 
and pursuit of moral utilitarianism in poetry is not served 
within this book. 

That is not to say the poems are not without humour, and more 
than that, that is not to say the poems are at all the same as 
their neighbours. They are full of considered and considerable 
play, or extraordinary adventures into language. They explore 
language as sound, the intra and the extraverbal, the conditions 
of being resonant, multi and non-lingual poetry, vocal poetry, 
abstract, pansemic and asemic poetry, the making of new 
languages, the calligraphic, the act of printing, the letter as 
symbol, minimalism, repetition, composition and words in 
space, handwriting, writing as art, writing as frame and focus 
and context, illustration, collective methodologies, visuality 
as meaning, concepts over contents, signs over symbols, found 
text, interactions with the plastic arts, the photographic and 
loads more things that seem to me naturally within the hutch of 
poetry. 

It is unwise to edit an anthology. The editor will always 
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eat more grief than love, from poets, readers and critics 
alike, and they might cause more harm than good. If their 
toil is worthwhile, it will become clear a generation ahead, 
posthumously. I have often said I would never become a 
publisher or an anthologist. Yet the book you hold in your hands 
is a rare document and if I am to fail, truncate, misrepresent 
and squander, I might as well do so trying to create something 
that is an almost useless infinitesimal bulwark against my own 
nation failing to leave its own continent. And these, truthfully, 
are some of the most important poets of our generation, 
painfully overlooked in the UK. Please go beyond this slant 
volume, search out their names, and follow their greater corpus. 
They may be the apertures opening into new, otherwise hidden, 
scenes of poetry as dynamic as our ow r n, or dare I say, more so. 


SJ Fowler 


